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We are soluble fish and the world is an aquarium.
Alexandros was beckoning to me. Lunch was ready. I
saw that he had set the table for me alone. I insisted that
he set a place for himself, I had difficulty persuading him
to do so. I had to put my*arm around him, point to the
sky, sweep the horizon, include everything in one large
gesture before I could induce him to consent to share the
meal with me. He opened a bottle of blade wine, a heady,
molten wine that situated us immediately in the center
of the universe with a few olives, some ham and cheese.
Alexandros was begging me to stay a few days. He got
out the guest book to show me when the last visitor had
arrived. The last visitor was a drunken American appar-
ently who had thought it a good joke to sign the Duke
of Windsor's name to the register, adding "Oolala, what
a night !w I glanced quickly over the signatures and dis-
covered to my astonishment the name of an old friend of
mine, I couldn't believe my eyes. I felt like crossing it
out I asked Alexandros if many Americans came to
Phaestos. He said yes and from the glow in his eyes I
, gathered that they left liberal tips. I gathered that they
liked the wine too.
I believe the wine was called mwroda$hne. If not it
should have been because it is a beautiful black word and
describes the wine perfectly. It slips down like molten
,' glass, firing the veins with a heavy red fluid which ex-
pands the heart and the mind. One is heavy and light at
the same timej one feels as nimble as the antelope and
yet powerless to move. The tongue comes unloosed from
its mooring, the palate thickens pleasurably, the hands
describe thick, loose gestures such as one would love to
obtain with a fat, soft pencil. One would like to depict
everything in sanguine or Pompdian red, with splashes
of charcoal and lamp blade. Objects become enlarged and

